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“garly every morning we went to the chapel. Sne took my 
nand and we walked tnhrougn the darx streets. Sometimes we took 
Short-cuts, down back lanes, through back closes. Some days in 
a quiet place sne would stand stockstill and pee; we always nad 
a good laugn at that. It was always the same people in the 
cnapel at first mass. A few cane from tne model across the 
Street. Sune said tney suffered in that place. She said they 
were tne nomeless and always in pain. Fr Dineen said purgatory 
was like that. I couldn't keep my eyes off them. One man used 
to throw his arms in tne air and let out a long, pitiable howl. 
He was in more pain than tne otners, the tears ran down his 
face. Tne flame licked nis flesh every so often and ne called 
out to God. I used to waten the man and wait for it to yappen. 
I liked it wnen he howled. Mass was nothing when he wasn't 
tnere. I thougnt it must be his private parts tne Flame seared. 
1 tried to imagine wnat his sins nad been, surely tney aad to 
be terrible sins. Greta shook ner nead and said it was only tne 
drink, 


"St John's elementary was next door to the model. That was 
my school till I was eleven. In tne dinner break the cnildren 
played football in the street. Nearly the wnole scnool took 
part. for an hour and a half they chased this small sponge ball 
up and down the street; they kicked and puncned and screamed at 
eacn otner. The modellers enjoyed it and cneered them on from 
tne lodging-house steps. I just sat in the cnapel, a few otners 
aid too. I'd sit in the place we always took at morning mass, 
beside the first pillar in front of the St Joseph alter where 
they nad the crib at Cnristmas time. I prayed a lot. L followed 
tne Fourteen Stations of tne Gross in tne inissal. Sne said it 
was Of to do it that way. I didn't like being seen going round 
and kneeling in front of the fourteen plaster cut-outs on the 
walls. I thougat I would get pointed out and laugned at in 
scnool. She said it was well known in Ireland that if you went 
tarougn the Stations aad tried hard all the time to think of 
Christ's pain on the road to Calvary, at tne fourteenth station 
you could ask God for anytaing and you could be sure it would 
be granted. I only ever asked for one thing. Greta's secret 
wound to be nealeca. 


Denise nad ner coat on wnen she brought nim his breakfast 
in bed. ile lay with a pillow neld over his face. "So now are we 
this morning?" Denise asked, placing the tray on the bedside 
table. Felix lifted the pillow away, looked up blinking, stared 
at ais waten and grunted. Denise pulled the curtains open and 
felix put an arm over his eyes. "T'lL have to be going," Denise 
said, “is tnere anytaing you need." Felix turned away from tne 
breakfast tray. "I'm fine, I'm fine." "Wakey, wakey," Denise 
saidit was Monday, 8-30 P.M. The telly was showing European 
soccer and Felix was asleep on the couch with a pile of school 
exercise books oa the floor beside him. He'd been like tnat for 
an hour. The coffee table was strewn with the remains of a 
Chinese meal in foil containers from the take-away. When 
Denise got nome sne sneaked a look into the living-room and 
carried on to tne kitchen When Denise came in ne looked up 
blinking and stared at nis watch and grunted. hen Denise got 
in. She picked up the remote and ropped through the channels 
for a few seconds before blanking the screen. She went to the 
kichen and made nerself a chocolate drink. Wnen she returned 
witn the drink, Felix looked up blinking and stared at his 
waten and grunted. "God," ne said, "look at tne time." Denise 
Sipped ner chocolate and asked if he wanted something to eat. 


